hotel accommodation in Switzerland, conducted parties, train-
fares and time-tables. I seemed to be inescapably back in my
London corridor.

I was wrong. I was in the street of adventure. I had never
been able to understand why Fleet Street was called that.
I had spent years in and about Fleet Street and had vainly
explored it for adventure. It seemed dull, dirty, noisy and
narrow. But it was the doorway to the world for me.